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0 FI Foe better underſtanding the 
F : Gxcafron/of bel thor 5: wrihny this 
enſuing Poem, 1 muſt tell you, That 
WE BAYt lthe the # BellSman of this 
Town at, Chriſtmas) noſe fome _ 
ich, Stanga's gn .the Author ; who, -in 
requital and a Frere d tee fol- 
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Then would I venture to ket 'to .thy Pr 
And rob Church-Pews toarown thiy cad Wi 
Or had I for thy ſake the Triple-ſconce 
Of Cerberus , to bark three waySAt Onc 
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That Cardinal vei bo riges, . _, AS 7: 
Patience I, mean by NS Rug exec SO hs 
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And from thy Fame DIO 08) wn! fa ins Hy, 

Ingenious Batt ! by Tzade Fg Natine fit. © 

n our Knives and. Wit, ant 


As all thy Neighbours Ty 
Three Trumps then wot 


To ſer an Ed e pot! W: 
Vulcan, they Ty 
(Cuckolds are kind) 
Apollo he made Ve 
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[4] 
Have you not ſeen the thing our Butler uſes, 
With cabir'd belly, things call'd double - ppt > 
ThE t-ſide, Vinegar, the left holds © 
rtire cher of Wit, and #bjs.of T L UB 

RE is the Skull LIE in which the Brains Ls paporet 
Are parted into Poetry and Pains. Fry | 
He.writes and works ſo cqually, you'd think . 
© One Check were black'd with Smoak, Cother with Ink. 

Thrice-happy temper !. for what makes our life 
More pleaſant than a good Wit and good Knife? 
Without their help,who can good Chriſtmas keep ? 
Our Teeth would water, and our Eyes would weep :---: 
Hunger and'Dulnefs would inyade our Feaſts, 2 
Did not Batt finde us Arms againſt fo, Guelts. { r_ 
He is the cunning Engineer, whoſe Skilt -3 
Makes Tools to carve the Goole, and ſhape the Quill; * © 
Fancy and Wit.unto our Meals ſupplies; ** 
Carols, and not minc'd tneat, make Chriſtmas-pies.. 
*Tis Mirth, not Diſhes; (ets a "Table off; 
Brutes and Phanaticks eat and never Laugh, 

What man of Teeth then can: be ſo bc | 
To ſlice Roaſi-beef, and not reme | 
When Brawn with powlred popes % b ingin,, 
And mighty Serjeant uſhers in metas nt 
What ought a wiſe man firſt to'think. upon ? 3: | 
Have I my Tools? if not, I am undone;.' 
For *tis a Law concerns. both Saint and Sinper, 
That he that hath no ani, muſt have no D 
So he falls onz Pig, Goo and Capon fe - 
The goodneſs of his Stomach, and Bait's Steel: 
In ſuch fierce Frays, alas, there no Remorfe is; | 
All Fleſh is Graſs, which key men eat like Horſes :. 
But when the Battle's done, off 'goes the Hat, 
And cach man ſheaths, with God-a-mercy Bate. 

So when t 


h cannot hit the Foynt, 
- Which proves 7 orafags ou know, "Spa point, 
Think on a Cuck6ld, wy eel 
| Kut think on Baz#'s good Knife, fay I; 


[5] 
That till nicks fure, without offence and ſcanda[]: 
Dull Blades may be beholding to-their Handle 3 
But thoſe Batt makes are all fo ſharp. they ſcorn. 

To be fo charmed by his Neighbouss Horn. 
When I the Edges:of his Ware have ſeen, 
(Seen they —_ not be, they were all ſo keen) 
When I have-found' theix Temper allſo.good,. 
From the long Rapier to the Qyſter-ſpnd . 
Happy, thrice happy tis, I us'd to lay, 
For all mankind, who wiſh for length. of day; 
That Batt no Cutler is.unto the Fates 3. 
His Sheers would cut our Threads offat ſtrange rates. 
Snip-=-----tis no more 3 there's work for Batt, and die 
We muſt, to finde him Cakes and Elegie. 

O mortal men! is Eating all you do 
At Chriſt-tide? or the making Sing-ſongs?” No: 
Our Batt can dance, play at high Jinks with Dice, 
At any primitive Orthodoxal Vice. 

Shooing the wild Mare, tumbling the young Wenches, 
Drinking all night, and Sleeping on the Benches. 

Fll fay that for him, were he to be hang'd, 

He is as true a Blade as ever twangd. 

Shew me a man can ſhuffle fair and cut, 

Yet always have three Trays in hand at Put:: 

Shew me a man can turn up Noddy ſtill, 

And deal himſelf three Fives too when he will :. 

Concludes with One and thirty, and a Pair ; 

Never fails Ten in. Stock, and yet plays fair. 

K Batt be not that Wight, I looſe my aim3. 

If any &lſe pretend unto the ſame, | 

And ſay we dare not match him for a Pot,. 

They lye-----provided Batt's Wite knew it not.. 

Heark, the Bells.toll at Holy-Roods 3 away 

To Church, this is Batt*s Exercifing-day. 

He's (ally'd out from ſign. of Pole and Baſon,. 

With Clergy-Cloak, clean Band, and Sundaysface on. 

Some commend Eunuchs chanting in the Quire, 

But. how. they ſhould learn Prick-long, 1 admire, 


Some. 
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Some praiſe their Skill who in white'Sarplice ſing | 

Fa, la, fa, ſol, Anthems;-or ſome ſuch thing : 

But let them not oarfmutty Clerk deſpiſe ; ; 
Blackbirds Kill whiſtle better-than Magpics. wi, | 
Their charming Trills and Thrombo'smuft give place 
To the melodiousOerfort of Ba#?s face;, * 
Where Eyes and Noſe,:Mowth, Beard, and Chin agree 
In each ſweet Note : A-Qgiretherdſelves Ea 'F 
And better Muſick it molt times: appears, - 

To ſee his Strains, than' hear the-beit of theirs. 

Then at the Godly Twang, the two laft Sta-=-aves, 
Without which, Service'isbur dene'by halves :: 
Compar'd to him, whit atethey? {ach a thing 
As is his Bcll-rope to a Fiddle-ftring 3 
No more like him for Goggle, Bn; and-Croan, 
Than blinde Battis:to Barr with: purEyes ON. 

Search the Cathedrak,Colledges, and Halls, 

All Churches, Chappels, Meetmg-houfes,'Stalls.z 
Summon all men 6t editying Vaice, 

From Dcans and*Chapters,-to the Singingeboys, 
Cha Plain, and Vicar, Lettttrers-/totboet 

Nay, that our Challenge may be'btave and- Nour, 
Take in th*Apprentice, by 4ndentirye b6urill,; 

Qn every Sabbath-day* th& ſever! years roundy 

To ſpell his Malter faſt aſleep; and then 4.47 
Hem=--till he wakes, and gaping, Sy 
If any (bar miſtakes) with greater pace - - 

Can rcad the Chapters; lt um-take Burt's 


Well then, put on*thy Bye; -arid look: A rave ds pf 3 | 


Do what wecan, we can go nought- without" thee : 


Let's woo and woo. arid gain wHlL,-what 'they?- FP; 


It*comes to nothirig,t?l] thor fry Amen; 22 

No Woman can be Church'd*tÞ Burr appear's 

A Chrilicning is no Chriftening,/ Kb he's'there.”- 
Without his help, Mo?l, Betty,” Fomr, and'W711, 

Sweet Babes,” God knows, had-alÞ' been Gikebread fill, 
If any —_p—___ x{0n is tick, '* 


Bats's {cnt to ts thexperie err Piyficks 7: i 
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To fay the truth on't?!Batt,nomiahean B&D 4 3994 
With credit hang'd, without thy 'faculie : UT 
For who without a Pſalm doth takes: ſwing, | £1 820% 
Dies like a Dog 3 hang him; he wbuld not img” 
But who turns off in tene, *sa proper man; © 7716 
And, Batt, thy Knite may cnt him down agen. 
N: ay, were I to be buried for my life, 

And all the learned Pariſh-Clerks at ftrife = 
Who ſhould the Shovel ſhake, Bart ſhould be hey. 02 i: 
Or ce be buried} who would for'me, | oc 6 2 

- He can go through thework, and<cloſe my Orv "66 
Not with duſt ongly, hut an Epitap h: 

Then, in a word, he is the 3e o- Blade 

That ever grac'd the Wheel and Whetſtone Trade 3 
The Organ of our Church, the greateſt Lay-man 
That ever ſolemnly ſquice?'d out A--Amen. 
He is the Wit, the Mirth, Religion, BAEINED 
The very Life and Death & the whole Town. © © 
He is----Hold, Muſe!” B##rs Bart: and fo wilt be 5: : 
Should I ſay more, *rwould: be Bittologie. | 


S463 Toi17s 


The VASION. 


HY hold my head! © Ai ik know n my paing;- 
| When Vulcan was Man-Midwite to thy brain, 


As Bait the better workimah is to-mine 3' HELEN! 
Batt! thou that ad Pariftiwhing, ff 
Come, tune my Fancy, as thpa'd the Pſalms, - off? ERnek 
And with thy Bellows raiſe P6etiek Flags.” : Fro 1 
: No Inkhorn will I dip in but thy mouth, | 
Where Wooll, black Wooll;fit for (34 be Sloth: 
But leſt the doleful Theme ſhould rriake ic dry; : 
We'll ſet, that's Mourning too, 4 black Pot by: 
Bright Sol, with'Petriwig of curled Carrot, | 
And a Face lacca'd ore like his Chariot,” Fug ED 
The cheerful Author of alt Wit and Light, = 0G 
Bot what the Betl-man ſtalks with it! the Nite! $29 98 


[8] 
Bad drove the Stage-Coach to the place of reſt, 
Dreſt all his Horſes, and himſelf undrefſt, . . . 
With Nights black Stockin; had, becapt his head, 
And ſoftly crept to Madam Thetis be 
Where what he did, I think I need not name 3 ; 
'We Mortals, by his influence, do the ſame. 
*Twas then, juſt then, ſoft flumber ſcizd. mine Eye, 
1 wink'd, and wivking men molt Viſions ſpie 
'When to my Fancy (what can't Fancy do? ) >. 
Appear'd a Satyr ſad, and full of woe : Batt's Perſon dried | 
Bald was his Crown, but briſtly was his Beard; 3 
I ſaw no Horns, but he was over-car'd. 
Grief had ſo ſunk his Eyes, that through each hole 
Methought I could look quite through to his Pole. 
In his Dark-lanttorn-face, Noſe ſtood for handle, 
And a white Tooth ſupplrd the inch of Candk. | : 
A Cloak upon one ſhoulder hangs as:thin, - . EY P 
But not ſo black as was the 'Wearers skin : E | 
To which compar'd; Charcoal and Jet ſeem wan 5 
*T would make deep Mourning for an African. 
A picce of dirty ſtretching Leather facd 
His breaſt 3 an Apron, or his Conſcience was't ?. 
He drivell'd Ink, from Noftrils Tar diſtilfd, 
Piſs'd Coffee, and with Pitch his hoſe full-flrd. 
No Fumes from ſooty. Hypocondria.ſent, 
Could a morediſmal Vikeo xeobakbie. 
At firſt approach, in (weat and fear I laid, 
And ſoftly Fee Fas Exmm thrice. ovepfaltl in 
Enchanted ſo, Devil, whatart, I crid:. ... .. 
Your very humble Scrvant,, he repli' ds .-:: 
] am the God of Wit in Maſquerade, 5 nll. wept 
The grand Improver of the Aiyming T: | TEE 0 
Mechanick Fancy, a true Greſhamite,, _ .. +; + + 
One that can ſing, file, hammer, and indite. 
Or if you would in Modern Langage ke know | it; 
I am a Philo-pyro-technical Poet., .. | 
Surceaſe to wonder, reaking Mort 
I do apyer bs Elegiack Tatter,,.- rn Se lays FH 
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*; From Storms, and Man, the.quer 
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Grief, grief *tis brings me utit6 tee/t6iwilt,, /- © 
B6th as chicf Mourner for emer oo 6% 2. GUED 
And to complain 6f this thigtatefut Town 2 AL Eve 
Which lets a Matrotr of £6: Cort Tales (GON 
An Alder-womin of the 4 

Die, without Fribute _— Ss Gon quilt: - 

One, at whoſe Grave all pht to meet, 

Like Swans, with pa —_— er; © i: 

And with-fweet Battdd « ly life; 

The common right: of eviry Poets /ife. | 


Hampton, O x, th! he days of afyores 
de © 


The laveful Ph the Southtin ſhore 
With all hy of Nature gra cd; 
Betwixt the of fair Bron plata, ; 


Guarded by Forrefth Boi ori Lind ard Sea, 


ths 


By Neptune and his 'Aﬀgotidttes' cate! BE HOT IE IO 
.And all that e're were it *Tarp6lih'a:6 ? TBTH ey CDP 
Admir'd for Beauty; bit fot Riches mites © DO Orts ht} 
For nothing can be handforle that'is pot vb & 26h "2 TRE 
Fertile in men of Valdur an& loud Frtie, : 
lil Roights ar) 4 Giants; as 'Þ Fs ay 
Wig hts'' 4-& Tat 


And'gentle Poets, LY 
Had got but little honaur by 

Upon thy Banks fam'@ Shrthle 5k cotripoſe  Sternhold bebe i 
Thoſe twolaſt Staves me BatFfS oftdorh noſe. - 7 __— - 
Batt to thy Altars Kor Al GE bg: . 
And makes as leart{&@Artt 


Invention was ſo res Nie oi Nh” 

Men would talk Poety, that” _ nc i 

Poems were paſted up iti every Halt, NS # uy hokſ "y, 
As thick and thin as hives oli the ahi al, Ia rs anc in 


Here you might view Ham in L199 Gp HA 
Us like a th PORT ar ks 1 wn iP hs "= þ i 
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Or the two Elders,Poets. i in their time, 

Tempting Sxſamma m Battoick Rhyme. _ 

Each Kitchin, Parlor, Chamber, were all dreſt here 

With Sampſon, Foſeph, Daniel, os Queen Heſter. 

No Room was thought well #irrniſht for Converſe, 

Till hung with Buckram paint and Buckram-verſe. 

Nay, Ihave fcen a Ballad full of wit, , .. 

Tore down to fi ndge a Gooſe upon thgApit. © 
Blefs'd Town ! where did the God$Zer Sant achogn..; | 

That men might all be Poets, and not poor ?.., 

A happineſs ne'r in Parnaſſus known, 

Nor couldſt thou, Hampton, call it loog thy own own: 

For Age, who like a Bloud-hound, Glory traces, | 

And defiroys Towns as well as handſome Faces, 

Hath made thee poor and dull like other 

Imp'd with ſwift wings, thy Beauty's fled JOY ; 

The very ruines of thy Pride decay. 

Thy Gates are mouldred, the Portcullis ſhew? < 

Like rotten teeth in an old: -womans, mouth; | 

Walls, Forts, and Towers into their Trenches flide 3, - 

The Caſtle looks like a Noſe Frenchitid 5. + 

As though in vain the Monſieur heretofore  _. 

Had made thee ſhift thy Lodging for a-Cure, . 7be Town baths twice 
Whither are all thy winged Lovers flown,. .. _ by th Ereach, 

The mighty Carricks and Tens Gallion, . | 

With all that numerous train which did reſort 

In Marine Coaches to thy crowded Port?.. 

They ceaſe their Courtſhip 00s and onely own. 

Thou haſt been once a rich Fir 3/236 18a bon 

But Time, hath put.a, 

Farewel ; when Miſs grows a the Gallant has: 4 
Nor art thou Bankrupt grqwn, onely 1 in Trade, # 

But oh, thy very Wits too are decay'd.. FE 

Whither are now the xace of Ghimers gone, ', © 

Thy Quibble-Squires, and cy 9 of Helicon ? 

All fo ic. Jobber are quite broke, they ſay, 

Here's ſcarce one left that can gt Crambo play. | 
Nothing of Wit or Poetry remaing, * © TE ve 
Eic thread-bare Coats, no Money, and crack'd Brains. Qh, 
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Oh, Heavens, how ſtrange theſe Alterations are ! 

Shall we want Ballads in a Country-Fair? . 

The merry Fidlers long fince left the Town, Thire was formerly 
And now of late the Gallows is broke down 3 — oy the 
Which by the antient Charter till did uſe PT OO AE 
To furnilh matter for the Tragick Muſe. 

No wonder then if Poetry decay, 

When ſuch Encouragements are ta'n away. 

There was a time when not a Dog conld die — Batt made an E- 
Within theſe Walls, without an Elegie. L.. pda Caphs 
A Dog of Note, I mean, not every Dog Quaid, oy 
Bred up to tug the naſty tail of Hog ; | 
But ſuch as $xand, who liv'd in gentile faſhion, 
And di'd as Gentiles do, of Recreation. aClap. 

But at Meggs Grave they. now all filence keep, = Batt made an Elegy 
As though they fear'd to wake her from her ſleep ; #297 Wife. 


Not all the Market will afford a Verſe 


The Dog died of 


 Topin upon a Siſter-poets Herle. 


Poet by Marriage, ſo ſhe claims that honour, 
'Madam hers, by a Knight's lying on her. 
Nay, Batt himſclf ftands mute, as dull and dead 
As Friax Bacon's thrice-negleced head.. 
That ſon of Fancy, got in Raptures, he 
Whoſe life and living is all Poetrie, 
Who ſuck*d Proſodia trom his Mothers Teat, 
Till like a Caterpiller he was all Feet : 
A walking, Ode, a Hymn of Ekes and Ayes, 
Whoſe Pulſe is but the ſcanning of his days. 
He who ne'r ſpeaks nor thinks, but in true time 3. 
Farts Epigrams, and ſnores to *um in Rhyme: 
He, he ſtands ditinſpir'd, and ſome ſuppole, 
Intends to take his leave of her i Ped of 
A tame wilde beaſt of late, knowing he muſt, 
When. he grew fat, be damn'd to Paſty-cruſt, 
Choſe a more noble fate, and licking, in 
Poyſon, prevented the Cooks Rowling-pin. 2,14 nade an £1, oh 


Heroick A&! which noble Batt did ſcorn. pon | Capt. 'Nars 
(Hoping to be. rewarded with a. Horn) ben's a Fa 
u 


MW 
Should unbewail'> in Rhyme Heroick = IR 49] | $0 
And. could not. his own Dear oblige him {7 wow [ect 


Muſt Begg, the Wife of Bate, aged” ighrte,: "7 7. | ,* _s Ul 4 


Deccas&. November thirteenth, Seventy three; - {79 7 506 briſk 
Be caſt, like common Duſt; inta the Pic, > Itty 
Without one line of Monumental wit ? Ea Energon 
One Death's-head Diſtich, or Mortality-ſtaff, ah 
With ſenſe eyough for Chunch-yard Epitaph? SED LENT 
No.fittg-Verſe at 'Gtxve before ſhe Ly: 2 5 : COPE 
Bax: does-not uſe to part at Taverns. © in 6.21, 
Griebheye prevailing Gb le ner Ca ES ; 
Who raid ar 103 [4 2548 
A ens EE pong aff op pip 
Af let rode water guſh moxefree =—_ + Ph 
Methaught.I, wept too thitr; and fighing (aid; - SLES 
Courage, kiride Gobling; though the es arrbad,. | - 
And Wir's as ſcarce as Money, yet-no;doubt* * By . 


Fame will provoke ſome worthy 4. ER, o4 


Who from her Story wilt fertownt his Pen. - CE BED 
He kindly bow'd, ayd fraiting Io” Ras pc 

At which I woke, 45 ter it emons fs c 
And hcard Batt knocking at tHe dvr 
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